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TWO SENSATIONAL BASEBALL OFFERS!! 

* A GREAT-NEW-EXCITING BASEBALL GAME * 



SKILL! 




STRATEGY! EDUCATION! 

IN YOUR OWN BASEBALL STADIUM 



FUN! 



"Casey on The Mound" 

BIG LEAGUE BASEBALL IN MINIATURE 

ACTION AND THRILLS FOR YOUNG AND OLD 
THIS IS THE FINEST BASEBALL GAME EVER SOLD!! 

NO DICE— NO CARDS— NO SPINNERS 

Play It With Skill — Pitch Curves — Hit Pop Flies 
or Home Runs Over the Fences. Gome Is Ployed 
At Home by Rogers Hornsby, Specs Shea; Johnny 
Pesky, Bobby Doerr, Dom DiMaggio, Dan Porker 
and Thousands of Others. This Game Has Taken 
Young ond Old Alike by Storm. Approved by AM. 



GAME 
INCLUDES 

A large 26" Squ. 



SENSATIONAL FASCINATING GREAT FUN 

|Sf ; a?°^Flii°'*bS SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY PRICE $2.98 POSTPAID 

score cord, and 2 umpires 

From D. LAWYER i«e.49*IiST. New York n, n. y. <use coupon below* 

• ANOTHER SENSATIONAL OFFER 



JOE DiMAGGIO'S 
OWN STORY! 



Haw lie became one of Big League Baseball's greatest 
players ■ T!ie most exciting moments of the past 10 
years of Baseball • True stories about 150 stars Joe lias 
played with and against ■ Futnniis throws, hits, "'light 
spots," described by the player who was IN them! 

LUCKY TO BE A YANKEE 

Smash-Hit Baseball Story of the Yearl 

Here's ilie baseball fan's thrill of a lifetime— the action- 
packed, imim.-iii- story of ■'Jolting" J oc DiMaggio, "The 
Yankee Clipper"— TOLD IX HIS OWN WORDS! 
Every fan, young and old. will get a tremendous kick 
out of Joe's great book, "Lucky to Be a Yankee." Here 
IS Baseball! — as real, as crackling, as exciting as a 
stinger to right field! Joe pulls no punches— on himself 
He takes you right into the dugouts and 



THE REAL STORY 
OF BIG LEAGUE 
BASEBALL WITH 
34 PHOTOS OF 

STARS. 



PARTIAL CONTENTS: 

Introduction by Jim Farley 



DiMaggio Records, etc. 




SEND CHECK, CASH Oft MONEY 
ORDER — TODAY!! 
RUSH YOUR ORDER 



out on the diamond, you're right THERE with him, 
ing the game through his eyes and living 
every breathless moment! 

HOW TO HIT AND FIELD 



What a book! — 24-1 pages, \ 
ball's greatest stars. What's 
whole section telling his own 



ith many pictures of Base- 
more — Joe has written one 
ecrets of winning the game ! 



"INSIDE DOPE" ON 150 


GREAT 


PLAYERS 


INCLUDING 










flick?)', Bob 


Feller, Jimmy 












Carl Hubball, 






Bate Rath. 
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Crown Comics, March 
Publications, Inc., 1775 

at Meriden, Conn., und. 
by McCombs Publication 



No. 17. Published bi-monthly at 163 Pratt Street, Meriden, Conn. Editorial office McCombs 
iroadway, New York IP, New York. Entered as second class matter March 15, 1945 at the posl office 
r the Act March 3, 1879. Single copies. 30c. Yearly subscriptions 75c. Printed in U.S.A. Copyright 1948 



AT7#£#£ADrtUNT£&S VILLAGE,, 



YOU 6ET THE REST OF THE ^^H 
BEADS WHEN YOU SET ME 
CHIEF SANI'S- IDOL WITH 
THE BRI6HT STONE. YOU 
CAN HAVE ALL HIS 
WARRIORS' HEADS 
FOR YOUR OWN 





VOU SEND MY PEOPLE \ FOOL ' YOU 
AGAINST ME BY VOODOO ) WILL NEVER 
TRICKS. NOW YOU Die// ESCAPE THE 
JUNGLE LAW.' 




HEAR THEIR CRIES ? IF WE 
DO NOT HURRY IT WILL BE TOO 
LATE. SURROUND VILLAGE.' _- 
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WAIT Till. THEy REACH 
MIDDLE STREAM, 
LIKE VOODAH SAID. 
THEN WE ATTACK 








I FIGURED YOU FOR 
TALK LIKE THET. SLIM, 
BUT WATCH YORESELF.' 
I THINK GRADY 
KNOWS I CAME 
FER YOU.' 



12 HOURS later; SLIM DEVILIM CAMPS for; 
THE NltSHT IN PARADISE PASS'. - . 




I GUESS IT'S DEVILIN'S ) MAYBE HE'S 
CAMP ALL RIGHT, r^DOWN TO THE 
BUT WHERE IS HE? J SPRING FER 

'WATER.' LETS- 




I FIGURED THESE 
BOYS WERE 
YORES. GRADY, 
SO I'M LEAVIN' 
'E/W WITH YOU' 



YOU DID ME A FAVOR, 
'SLIM .' NOW I CAN GET 
YOU LEGALly.' DO YOUR 
DUTY AS SHERIFF, TINY.' 
ARREST THIS MAN FOR ' 




HAND OVER 
GUNS. DEVIL 


N 


RE ) AND LET VOU SHOOf 
' t-^AAE IN THE BACK, AN' 
—-^ CLAIM I TRIED TO 
I ESCAPE? KEEP BACK, 
^ LESS YOU WANT TO 
~tei SMELL GUNSMOKEf 
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ALL. DAY, SLIM ROAMS THE TOWN, ASKING 
QUESTIONS v.. 



SURE, JACK AN 1 ME 
HEARD GRADY THREATEN 
DEVERS/ HE TOLD 
TO GIT OUT OF'TOWN 
OR HE'D KILL 'IM 




WHILE TINY 6AESON FORMS THE 
POSSE, DEVILIN TALKS OVER HIS 
PAY WITH P ETE GREGQR . ... , 

SO, YOU COME ) THAT'S EIGHT, 
UP WITH A < PETE.' IF I ONLY 

LOTTA -WORDS, \ HAD SOME- 
BUT NO REAL \ THING SOLID, 

EVIDENCE AGAINST I SOMETWN 



HIT SHOULD BE.' 
IT'S LIKE ONE A 
THEM ORNAMENTS , 
THET DECORATE 
GRADY'S ' , 
HAT-BAND.' 
HE LOST ONE 
AN' ASKED ME 
TO MAKE ',"" 

ONE TO 

REPLACE 



THEY'RE \ WHEN DID 
OUT TO ) GRADY 
GIT YUH, /ORDER -* 
SLIM.' /THAT 

'ORNAMENT? 






IT'S HARD TO ) IT WASN'T ONLY THAT, 
BELIEVE THET S. PETE .' HE KNEW HIS 
GRADY'D /WAKE \ DAVS IN SILVER 
HIS PLAY OVER \ CITY WERE NUMBER- 
THET ORNAMENT// ED, UNLESS HE 
^ , , , ^-^COULD BACK A SHOW 






7 5TICK/ HE MADE IT 
A AN' NOW ... HE'S W 
r V STUCK WITH ITS I 
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*2tf0tjl Little Hama. W&. 



LOOK, MINNIE..' A FUNNY LOOKIN 
MAN . . . AN' HE CAN'T BE _ — ■" 
AN INDIAN .' M f/rf i 



HE'S ODD-LOOKIN&.' 
W * / H£ HAS A BEARD.' , 
WHAT KIND OF A MAN 
IS THAT ? 



aa; 



^hlNNIE AND LITTLE NAHA CANT 
*™ UNDERSTAND THE STeAN&Ee, 

evr ey meanz of s/s-nz, they 

Wl/rTE HIM TO THE 1/ILLA&E / 




WHE STlZAH&E MAN C/eEATE^ A ■Z.TI/Z- IN THE 

1/ILLA6E WITH Hl^ EfieE/6'N TALk? 
AMP ODD APPEAeANCE- / 




look / his face not 
dark like. soo .' 
stranger op the. 
white seakd looks 
pale in the fa.ce / 
S«ebbe Sick .' 
heat stones in 
steam lodge, ooick 




g$Euei//f/& hm ill, white SEAieo, 

™/f? THEY CALL AW, AS PUT /M 
THE 0TEAM TEPEE .'■ WATES 
/S5 POl/EED OlV THE Ht?T/S0C*& 
7i? ^e^WJf -5TEAM / 



,ET£/e A &-LPOD &TEAM/N&, WHITE 0EA/ZD 
/5 T0&S-ED INTO THE COLD U/ATEIZ CI5EEK! 
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A-Z H? Pe-t£4 AMD £>£&£££$, 7rH£ $00 tfAVE 
AMP {-<?<?/<: AT /T//V IH/CA/DS/S .' 




'HE WHITE BEAZD TEACHB4 THE ^T TUIZ TME, AFTEfZ A I-0N6 JOueNEV fgepA 



J *SOO THE filAME OF Hli WEAPON! 



THE EA.5T, MOTO/H-IOU^ BIO MIKE, WITH TWO 
OF MIS HENCHMEU, HAVE COME INTO THE 
VMCHA/S-TEfEeD (.AND OF m£ &£>&, IN SEAeCfl 

fcis mose T£/?etroev izkh w h«s / 




ferse. vj torn wait, T^ie TMfc£B je£ve£AO£& 

■AA/P P££/e /A/r<? 7&£ l//C£AO>£ / 



MM $OOCOM£ OUT FJS0A* #m(M& 

explosion £>f whits bbarp'z e/Fc&f 





I , CHIEF Bl& PANTHEE, 


TWEED'S AM ""^S 


&ANISH WM1T,E&EARD 


AN6WEE. T 1 THl^/ V 


FK.OM THE. SOO 


SOME -SCALAWAG . 


COUMTR.V/ YOU BAO , 


WITH A EllFLE. fS> /' 


MEDICINE.' &O f y 


IN THE^E HILL'S, A* 
AN' I M> feETTIN' <> 


DO NOT RETURN ' ) 


*■— - TT3ji7~""~-— — — . _J^ 


BLAKAEC? FEE Hl<i V 


<b\Mim4df I r 


DOlN^.' I'M 6-OINJ'k 
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T'TPArif LJlKA ^|l 
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down or M.y JH 
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** T/ZACIC& or THE kTILCEie., 

two too Hmrees comb 



MnZA&EP At IVHA7 
THEY WBN UPON 



THEY <Z££ TlEP Til THE T/?£E, , 
THE WHITE &£A&£> FO&- f?£v£H6g? 





A* THE $00 ASE ABOUT TOTAHE CAfSE OF WHITE, gEAgO, 
TOAItCA, THE THiep MEM3EIZ OPTHE HMriMS- 
PA&Ty APPEAe'Z' .' 





ISi&Mi^e, wee of ENrAN&UM6> 

JOE /JSlv'T, S/6/1/5 TO TMKA THAT 

he &aw the white beae-p attack 
me -zoo / 
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THINK FAST 



bif Paul WertvH 
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Bob Turner, the Centerville Bulldogs' center, 
missed one easy shot alter another. .It was an 
important basketball game, so the coach pulled 
him at the half. His. team-mates had expected 
too much of him He wasn't a hero, but they d 
expected him to be one. All because his dad, 

Charles Turner, was a real hero. 

■ 

Everywhere Bob tinned that day before the 
game the fellows were talking about Charles 
Turner's exploits. "DicLja read it, Spike? Golly, 
he kicked 'em right in the pants . . ." Stuff likft 
that. 

Yes, his dad was a swell guy, and there was 
no doubt that he was brave. The newspapers 
had all printed his picture along with rogue 
gallery photos of the three tough mugs whod 
tried to hold up the Flyer; to rob the mail car. 
The papers told how the crooks climbed into the 
cab and ordered Charles Turner, the engineer, 
to stop the train. And how Turner dived into the 
crooks and rough-housed them plenty. 

Bob's dad had been a star boxer when he 
was in college and he hadn't forgotten how to 
use his dukes. One of the robbers escaped by 
jumping off the speeding train. But the police 
said they'd have him in jail within a week be- 
cause the two captured robbers had spilled, all 
they knew. The missing crook was "Dirk" Graves, 
they said. 

Bob almost wished. his dad wasn't such a well- 
known hero. Too much was expected oi his son. 
It made him nervous.,- Everyone expected him 
to make impossible shots, and he missed even 
the set-ups. Too much pressure. 

The coach patted Bob on the shoulder reas- 
suringly after the Bulldogs had won the game 
bv a narrow margin— and without Bob Turner's 
help. 

"You'll be okay," the coach said. "1 know how 
it is. You're a little too tense. You got to learn 
to think before you act-but think last. Kinda 
try to take it easy, won't you, fella?"* 

Bob felt a little better then, but he felt. a 
fellow should deliver the goods when the 'chips 
aie down. Wasn't he any good under pressure!' 
lie was afraid not , . , 



Bo!i glanced at his watch as he trotted toward 
Maple Street where he lived opposite the rail- 
road yards It was 11:10 p.m. He had to. hurry. 



oad yards It was ll:iU p.m. He Had to. ri 
}ad would be pulling the Flyer through 
'ards in exactly fifteen minutes. 

The street lay on the outskirts of town and 
was poorly lighted. He didn't see the lurking 
.shadow beneath the maple tree in Front of the 
house until it was too late. 

"All right, Turner!" a menacing voice snarled. 
"1 been waiting to stick this in your gizzard!" 

A long, gleaming knife-blade winked wicked 
light. 

. "Hey! What's the idea-?" Bob gulped, in- 
stinctively pulling away from the knife. 

The man grunted in surprise and caught Bob's 
arm. "Who're you?" he asked roughly. 

"B-Bob Turner." 

"Oh," sneered the crook, "Hero Charles Tur- 
ner's son, huh? This's fine— better'n I expected.'' 
He paused, as though weighiifg a plan in his 
mind, he jerked a thumb at the house. "Get 
going, kid. Open up, and I'm right behind you, 
so no funny stuff." 

Bob tried to protest. "You can't go in there! 
What do you want, mister?" 

"It's your old man I'm after," the intruder 
said,, hate making his voice quiver. "I'm makin' 
a good hero outa him— a dead hero. 9 

Bob stared at the crook. He knew now who 
he was. Dirk Craves— the train robber who got 
away. He knew this fellow wasn't making idle 
threats. The police were looking everywhere tor 
him. 

He couldn't argue with that silent, deadly 
knife. He had to obey. Quietly, he tinned his 
latchkey in'the lock, shoved the door open and 
stepped aside to let Graves enter first. 

"Yah— polite, ain'tcha?" sneered Graves. "Go 
on, get goin'." 

Bob shrugged, and led the way through the 
parlor and turned on the light in the kitchen. 
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can't get it out of the garage . . , 



The crook nodded approvingly. "That'll look 
natural when your old man shows up. And you 
want to keep on acting natural, kid. Else . . ." 
- He flicked a thumbnail across the tip of the 
knife's needle point in a significant gesture. 

Bob didn't answer. He swallowed hard and 
sat down in a kitchen chair. He knew what he 
had to do. Before his dad stepped through that 
door he'd yell a warning and grab at that knife. 
He didn't like to think about what would hap- 
pen to him. But he had to give his dad a chance. 

Dirk Graves paced the floor like a nervous 
cat. He never got many steps away from Bob, 
who knew by the way Dirk handled the knife 
that he was expert with it. 

Bob glanced at Ms wristwatch again . . . 
1V.2A. The Flyer was due through the yards 
in less than a mmute. What would his dad think 
when he didn't get their signal? He always 
blinked the kitchen lights— two longs and a short 
—to let dad know that he was up and would 
be down to the station after him in the car. 
When the lights didn't blink, what would he 
do . . ,? Would he telephone? 

The windows began to rattle in their frames 
as the mail special came pounding into the 
yards. It whoooshed past the house, whistle 
wailing mournfully into the night. "Did he no- 
tice I didn't blink the lights?" Bob wondered. 

Dirk Graves watched Bob narrowly. "What's 
on your mind,- kid," he growled. 

"Dad phones for me to come after him in 
the car," Bob blurted. "When 1 don't answer 
he'll know something's wrong and call the cops. 
You better beat it while you can." 

Graves looked upset at this information. 
Then he instructed: "Listen, Kid, when that 
phone rings, you answer it. And no tricks. You 
tell him the car's broke down, ft won't start, 
see? And don't say nothing else." 

Bob nodded miserably that he understood. 

They waited a few minutes more in silence, 
the clock on the wall pecking away at the sec- 
onds. 

Suddenly, the telephone shrilled in the si- 
lence. Dirk sprang alert and motioned with the 
knife for Bob to answer. He breathed down 
Bob's neck, the point of the knife at the boy's 
back when he picked up the telephone. 

"Hello? Hello, dad," he said, in such a steady 
voice that he surprised himself. "The car's broke 



down. 
'Bye." 

His hand was shaking when he hung up. 

Graves nodded approval, "You played it 
smart, kid. 1 see you value your hide." 

Then he moved swiftly, shot out a fist and 
caught Bob under the chin. He felt himself 
falling . . . falling into blackness. 

A thousand stars and moons and flashing 
lights flickered through his head as he swam 
back to consciousness. He -struggled to rise, but 
couldn't move his hands or feet. Then he knew 
he was tied to a chair. And there was a gag in 
his mouth. That crook had guessed he'd planned 
to yell a warning before his dad walked into 
the trap. Bob struggled wildly against his bonds. 
It was wasted effort. The cord didn't give a 
fraction of an inch. 

Straining his ears he heard a car coming 
up the street, slow down, then stop in front 
of the house. That would be dad coming home 
in a taxi. Dirk Graves crouched behind the 
door, the knife poised in his right hand. 

The back door burst open. Dirk whirled, 
snarling, drew back his arm to hurl the knife. 
A shot crashed. Dirk howled in pain. He grabbed 
his wrist and cursed savagely. 

Three uniformed policemen charged into the 
room and grabbed the would-be killer. "The 
Chief will be tickled pink to meet you," one 
of the cops said with satisfaction. 

Charles Turner came running in, saw Bob 
tied to the chair, pulled the gag from his mouth. 
"You hurt, son?" he asked anxiously. 

Bob worked his strained jaws "Naw," he 
said in relief. "He smacked me on the jaw, but 
I'm okay." 

"How'd you know this rat was waiting tor 

you, Mr. Turner?" the cop in charge asked. 

Charles Turner smiled proudly at his son, 
"Bob, here, didn't signal with the lights like 
he usually does. That worried me. When I 
called to find out what was wrong, he tipped 
me off over the phone. He did some pretty fast, 
smart thinking when he was in a tough spot. 
When he said he couldn't get the car out of 
the garage, I knew someone was listening to 
what he said. 

"You see, we haven't got a garage. But thif 
crook didn't know thatl" 



While bart stewart was iM i 
the west indies. indian raids 
increased against the settlers 
on the western frontier,/ 
the success op these 
indian raiders was greatly 
increased by their using 
/wskets 'of en6lish make. 
which th6v must have 
secured by illegal. means, 




LwRA AMES, VIC CUTTER'S SECRETARY, GOES WITH 
SUSAN GRANT TO SPEND A WEEKEND IN SUSAN'S 
COMFORTABLE BUT SECLUDED COTTAGE ON THE 
LONG ISLAND SHORE. SUSAN HAS INHERITED IT 
AND A SUBSTANTIAL SUM OF MONEY- FROM AN UNCLE 
WHOM SHE SCARCELY KNEW, (PROVIDING SHE . 
LIVES IN THE COTTAGE FOR A. YEAR.) 

WHEN THEY ARRIVE, THEY FIND THE COTTAGE 
RANSACKED 





SURE, THE ¥ . 
soys CAN DO 
IT IN JIG 
TIME. SIT 
DOWN AN 
TELL MB 
WHAT IT'S , 
ALL A80UT7 




AS THBIT ENTER ThE COTTAGE - 



{ !■ BETTER J 
> CALL-IN 1 

the local 
police; 





•^HE PROBABLY SHOT 
BEST FOR REVENGE, 
AND TO PREVENT HIM 
FROM SQUEALING A 
SECOND TIME.' 



that slews! 

TO 6g IT, ■* 
AND HADDON'S 

dangerous.' 



GET HADDON ANP YOU'VE ) 
'60T THE KILLER. HE'S S 
SET IN TOUCH WITH *L LOOKINO FOR SOMETHING- 
CAPTAIN M'CASEY AND \N THIS HOUSE HE DIDN'T/ 

.set up a Road Block!) want to share with S 

-"JOE IF HE FOUND IT....' / 




REMOVE THE ^lOH.SAY LIEUTENANT 
BODY, BOYS. WE'RE \CLRRY. I KNOW < 
READY TO LEAVE. \ YOU'RE 6OIN6 TO 
THANKS FOR YOUR I VISIT THE UNCLE'5 
COOPERATION. ./LAWYER... WILL £ 
MISS SRANT.' JlYOU OIVE ME A ^ 
CALL AND LET A\6 
KNOW HOW Hg 
FITS INTO 
THIS.' 




( DO YOU SUPPOSE )\f IF IT IS HIDDEN IN A BOOK, 
/THERE MIGHT BE H IT'S HIDDEN PRETTY WE.LL 
SOMETHING HIDDEN) BECAUSE HANK AND JOE COULDN'T 
.IN ONE OF THE J FIND ANYTHING. LET'S GIVE IT A 
a.r.ni/c-> iTifiniiHl TRY... THREE HEAPS ARE 

BETTER THAN TWO.' 




V N0THIN6 BUT MODERN ^ 
/;„„.„, „,uat> »" £ ' VE &ONE THROUGH NOVEL5 AND DETECTIVE / 
» ?^i / V ™ E "E5K AND ALL id STORIES, EXCEPT THIS ^ 



REMEMSER "AS YOU LIKE IT" 
IN THE NOTE, VIC? ONE OF 
SHAKESPEARE'S 
PLAYS HAS 

THAT TITLE/ 7 STRUCK ME 
TOO, LAURA/ 





WHAT DID MV UNCLE, OLIVER, /OLIVER, WAS 
HAVS TO DO WITH THIS? _- ' A FENCE. I 

STOLE THE DIAMOND? 

AND HE WAS GOING TO 

SET RID OF THEM. I 

NEEDED SOME QUICK 

ASH AND HAD TO PULL 

ANOTHER ROB&ERY.' 




Erie tears hank haddon'S pockit-- 



YOU CRAZY M.UTT.' ' 
WHAT THE--- 1'UU 
KIUL YOU FOR THAT.' 




THIS'LL BE JUST I YOU'VE GOT A ^ 

AS SOOD VplENDlSH MIND,' 

"Thank! But that 
dried up wood'u 
' .crack like a 
1 toothpick/ 
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For Yourself — For A Gift 



new it r*"J*» r hll„ 

D0U8LI- DBCKtR 

WORKBOX MT 







Fitted For Every 
Sewing Need 



1 Pr. Scissors, 
8 Spools of 50 yd 
cotton thread in 
assorted colors, 
3 plastic thimbles, 
In 3 sixes, 

1 needle threader, 
25 needles, 



Opens up to put every sewing accessory ot your fingertips! From 
thread, scissor and pincushion on "Top Deck" to thimbles, etc.. 
in "Bottom Deck," which has three sections for tidy storing, 
QUICK finding No need to remove spool for thread, it spins on 
own rod* You'll love DOUBLE DECKER WORKBOX KIT your 
friends, too. Bright red and white plastic. Sturdy! Just see it 
on 10 day trial A complete handy outfit. Packed in attractive 
gift box 



flo 



MAIL COUPON TODAY 



1 pincushion. 



I SCOPE SALES CO , Depl 34 

| 5 Beekman St., New York 7, N. Y. 

| Rush new. completely outfitted, DOUBLE DECKER WORKBOX KIT, in 

■ attractive gitt box, for Only $1 98 

J Slate Quanr.ly __^__ QScnd COD t puy poiiagi- £Jl endow full amount 

You pay poilagr 

I Name ; : m 



SINT ON APPROVAL 



Address. 

City, Zone, State. 



I 



Money Bock Guarantor If not delighted return in 10 dayi for purchase price rotund, 

w — i »*» aBB mam m mam m mm tmk mm wmummfm mss, sin tu ms xb ss as s 








BEAUTY £ 




YOU CAN HAVE 
VRING 

WITH ALL-IN-ONE 

TRIOLETTE 



i-upliFt bra 
2- waist nipper 
2-garber belt- 
put your figu\ in style! Look feminine, 
curvaceous -Instantly- with new marvel- 
ous TRIOLETTE. It's tcken New York by storm 
...it's all the rage vith smart girls... be- 
cause it rounds you er^icingly in the right 
places with never a buise i n the wrong 
ones! Lightly but cleverly b»n«d-f pu || 
in your waist, give fullness to hips, 'iff bust 
to alluring firm contours. No matter vJ, a f 
shape bosom you have! Magical, you'l. 
agree... and this one little garment does i. a ||| | n 
luxury rayon satin -with revealing lace insw s 
at bust, dainty net edging at top and bottom 
Comfortable! Lastex insert, adjustable hook 
and-eye back fastening, 4 adjustable garters 
Bra straps included, adjustable, easy to 
attach. New TRIOLETTE costs little more then 
bra alone! We know you'll be thrilled - 
your money back if not 100* pleased with 
your glamorous 





New Look" 
figure. A cup, 32 to 36. 
B cup, (larger) 32 to 38. 
Blue, white or nude. 

iriiin'iH^r, 

WILCO CO., Dept. 668-N 
45 East 17th St., New York 

Rush your new TRIOLETTE for $5.95. CUP SIZE 



D Send C.O.P. I will pay postage. □ I enclose $5.95. Voo pay postage 



Costs so little ! 



MAIL COUPON NOW! 



2nd Color Choi 



City, Zone, State- 
understand if no) del 



ghted with TRIOLETTE I (an return in 10 day; For full purchase price refund. 




Greatest Value Ever Offered To Our Readers! 



ZIPPER BILLFOLD BALL POINT PEN 



CKET FLASHLIGHT PLASFIC KEY HOLDER 



r^JSft** 4 * 1 *'' 




We GUA^^TEE that you can't duplicate this sensational 
METAL pocket vafc * 0f ' ess money an y wnere ' n America today! 

complete with 

BURGESS 

BATTERIES 



ACTUAL 
SIZE 




A PtntU-Ttfr P'ntri FUMifl'l tmuHI"! 
I in ALL (or ONE LOW f RTCE or 11.98. 
ih.l prin (or • bill Told or ■ fl.sMI«hl. i 



SEND NO MONEY! Rush This Order Coupon! 



i ILLINOIS MERCHANDISE MART, Dept. 5721 
\ 1227 Loyola Ave, Chicago 26, III. 



Give the one- INITIAL w 



Flashlight has red 
plastic reflector (or 
use as a warning signal 



ADDRESS 

CITY ZONE STATE.. 



